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Summary: A young medic shoots himself in the foot to avoid serving in the Vietnam war; the nurse he meets in the Japan hospital changes his outlook on the future.





	Medic

The dull _thump _of the bullet charged through his foot, piercing tissue and arteries on its way out, lodging itself in the ground below the young soldier. Immediately, he began to lean back, eventually finding himself on the ground.

Everything froze.

Noises muffled. He couldn't quite understand what was going on around him; delirium overwhelmed his perception and transformed his surroundings into a confusing blur. Everything seemed so distant. He blinked, looking around, the trauma not quite registering in his head. He found himself concentrating on minuscule details. A rock that had worked itself into the palm of his hand. Rust colored and gritty, with white and gray speckles that reminded him of the snow back in the States. Or the give of the moist soil beneath his boot, the almost unnatural blackness of it, an iridescent beetle crawling beside him, the shiny, greenish glimmer contrasting with the soil's grainy surface. His mind wandered.

"Hey, you alright, man?" his unfocused eyes fell across a fellow soldier who had seemingly appeared out of nowhere. He had begun to bandage the wound. "You're pretty fucked up, huh? Nice and mellow," he snickered.

The boy nodded weakly and attempted to view his surroundings. The dope he had used to numb the pain had thrown him completely off. Patterns and colors swirled throughout his vision. A large, black orb floated in the center of his sight. The numbness was a certain type of bliss; It was almost as if the war had went away. He closed his eyes and leaned back against the tree at his side.

"Just sit back and relax," his friend assured him. "You'll be living that night life in no time."

The young soldier felt himself slip away. All he wished was to forget all he had experienced in the past 11 months. Forget the death and the fear and the trauma and the way your skin burned when the fire became too much and the softness of flesh beneath his fingers and the feeling of hopelessness known through the eyes of every soldier and the pure, unadulterated

anxiety that consumed them all every waking moment. That wasn't for now, though; now was for sleeping, dreaming of the hospitals in Japan, the cute nurses and clean bathrooms without grenades of automatic rifles or the imminent threat of dying a gruesome forgotten death behind the facade of heroism. No, now was the time to be human.


End file.
